80                             FICTION

side         made feel he must do all he pos-

sibly could to serve him; and he did succeed In
out the boat. He helped the stranger into
the boat and took the oars*

Ceeco could not help laughing to himself.

"What are you thinking about? Don't go out
further in any case3" he said. **Hsve you ever
seen the like of these waves ? Do tell him that It
Is not within the power of man."

But he felt as If he could not tell the stranger
that it was impossible. He was sitting there as
quietly as If he were sailing to the Lido on a
summer's eve. And Cecco began to row to San
Giorgio Maggiore.

It was a terrible row* Time after time the
waves washed over them.

"Oil,, stop him!" Cecco said under his breath;
*'do stop the man who goes to sea In such weather!
Otherwise he Is a sensible old fisherman. Do
stop him!"

Now the boat was up a steep mountain, and

It went  down  Into a valley.  The foam

splashed down on Cecco from the waves that

rushed past him like runaway horses, but In spite

of everything he approached San Giorgio.

"For whom are yon doing all this, risking boat

life?" he said. "You don't even know whether

lie can pay you. He does not look like a fine

gentleman.  He is no better dressed than you

are."